EDITH :   Well, maybe if I had a husband he
would indulge me no less.
TOM : Maybe,

[TOM!

EDITH : Still, that doesn't make it right. You're
looking very well to-day.
MINNIE : For pity's sake don't tell him that.
TOM :  Minnie, be quiet.   A little gaiety occa-
sionally agrees with me. But, 'pon my word, I
was just about to say the same of you, my dear
Edith. You're looking well;   deuced well, if I
may say so.

EDITH (with dignity and no self-pity} ' Cinderella's
ugly sisters never look well.
TOM : My dear Edith, Sarah has no ugly sisters.
Indeed, you're not really even her sister, are you ?
EDITH : You do not need to remind me,
Thomas, that 1 was only a foundling child
charitably adopted by Sarah's parents. I am
quite conscious already that I am not really
Sarah's sister.

TOM (distressed by her touchiness) : My dear
Edith, you are so quick to take offence. You
know quite well that you are all that a real
sister could be to Sarah, and more : an ex-
tremely well-beloved elder sister.
EDITH : Older by nearly ten years, and it looks
like twenty.

TOM (not too tactfully) :  Well, Sarah looks par-
ticularly young for her age. She wishes she
didn't. You know, that's her sore point.
EDITH : You needn't make excuses for me. I'm
not vain.
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